







The Church Sings 
Posted on Sun Aug 18 2002: 
Mel Williams 
THE CHURCH SINGS Colossians 3:16-17 
• a homily by Mel Williams  
• Watts Street Baptist Church  
• 18 August 2002 (A Service of Hymns) 
  
It may not surprise you to hear me say that probably the main reason I’m a part of the 
church is the singing. Beyond all spoken words in worship---prayers and preachments, it 
is the singing that for me expresses our faith, our passion, and our longing for God. 
Many of us grew up singing the hymns of the church. During my childhood years in my 
home church in the small town of Aberdeen, NC, we had Sunday evening worship. The 
part of that service I enjoyed most was called "Hymns We Love to Sing." For 15 to 20 
minutes we called out the numbers of the hymns we wanted to sing. It was fun.  
Singing forms faith. I think it is through singing hymns that many of us learn faith. We 
sometimes say that faith is taught, but sometimes it’s caught. One of the places where we 
catch it, I believe, is through the singing of hymns. 
Sometimes I’ve heard myself and others say, "It’s easier for me to say what I don’t 
believe than what I believe." If you have trouble stating what you believe, pick out 6 or 8 
of your favorite hymns, and you will likely see what you believe. Among my favorites, 
I’d pick "Guide Me, O Thou Great Jehovah, pilgrim through this barren land." I’d pick 
"How Firm a Foundation Ye Saints of the Lord, is laid for your faith in his excellent 
word." I’d pick "It Is Well with my soul" and "Where Cross the Crowded Ways of Life" 
and "Joyful, Joyful We Adore Thee" and more. 
These hymns and others have helped shape the way I understand faith. But these hymns 
are not merely my personal opinion about faith. I learned these hymns from the church, 
from the tradition of faith, and I sing them with the church. In many ways I don’t sing the 
hymns; the church sings these hymns. And I sing with the church! 
But we all know that there are times when we can’t sing, times when we’re ill, lonely, 
depressed, isolated. When you are in one of these states, you can drive by the church 
house on Sundays and hear the people singing hymns. Even when we can’t sing, the 
church sings for us. I remember a young man who came to speak to our deacons a few 
years ago. He told the story of his aging mother contracting dreaded Alzheimer’s disease. 
Her mind was destroyed by the disease, and she was robbed of her faculties, so that she 
hardly knew her own family. The son said that he went through so many conflicting 
emotions. "I was angry, frustrated, confused." He said that church was always important 
to his family. "After mother’s illness hit, I came to worship, but I could not sing the 
Doxology. In my distress, I could not sing, ‘Praise God from whom all blessings flow.’ 
But it was important to me that others could sing it. The church sang for me when I 
couldn’t sing." 
Of course, we sing as individuals. Some of us sing solos, and some of us sing duets, and 
some of us sing in quartets and in choir. But the most moving singing is the singing done 
by the church, the congregation, the Great Choir. It’s a boost to me to hear this church 
sing, with gusto, conviction, and passion. We hear it on Sunday mornings like today. And 
when we’re in stress and pain, at funerals or memorial services, we sing with a fervor that 
lifts us---heart and mind and soul—into God’s presence.  
When the church sings, really sings, we can sense what Paul was saying: 
"Let the word of Christ dwell in you richly in all wisdom: teaching and admonishing one 
another in psalms and hymns and spiritual songs, singing with grace in your hearts to the 
Lord." (Colossians 3:16) 
Let the church sing! The hymn is number 550, "There’s Within My Heart a Melody."  
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